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T IS, perhaps, legitimate to be-
gin these remarks with a remi-
niscence. In the summer of

1906 I revisited Germany for the ex-
press purpose of making a survey of
the modern art of the country.
When I had been there before I had
3 spent most
of my time
in the his-
torical mu-
seums, study-
ing the old
masters, The
past had al-
together ab-
sorbed me. It
was pleas-
anter tofore-
gather with
Diirer in Nu-
remberg than
to hunt up
new ‘“move-
ments.”” And, besides, the new
movements were then scarcely get-
ting themselves invented. On this
Jater occasion they were in full
swing. Having taken pains to find
out in advance when the great ex-
hibitions would be open, I resolved
that I would see every one of them,
explore the larger cities, pay care-
ful attention to buildings and public
monuments, and, in a word, identify
the leading characteristics of con-
temporary German painting, sculpt-
ure and architecture. I did this, in-
cidentally acquiring a good many
impressions of German taste and
manners generally. If 1 refer to the
experience now it is because it has
helped me to understand the Ger-
man in the war.
From my journal I take these !
first notes, written in Berlin, not
long after landing:
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A queer place, Germany. It so struck
me the moment [ saw the shores of
the Weser. The landscape is flat and
tume. Heil roofs and windmills give a
hint of picturesqueness to the wvery
green meadows and woods, but there
15 nothing of the romance of the South,

and I felt nothing of the gentle, swect‘

charm that helongs to the similarly
simple landscape of England. Some-
thing vaguely 1mpressed me in those!
firet glimpses, something that smug,
tidy HRre n mude clearer, and that
Berlin has finally explained to the full.

It 1s all expressed in the old phrase,
"Made in Germany.” We know how
skilful they are in making a solid, dura-
ble, tasteless and eheap a=icle of com- |
merce. 1 sec now that they take the
same material-—which 1 figure as a
Kind of cement or powder, a prepara-
tion of some kind—and make every-|
thing in the world out of it. They use |
it in their buildings and in their flower |
heds, they paint their pictures with it|
and they put it in the soup; it comes
out in their monuments and in thetr |
manners, for what they have left of|
this disgusting composition they use in |
the I ture of Germans. |

Cne b the comfortable pavements,
mude by some cheap process, until all
of a sudden you feel that you would
give anything for a New York flag-
stone, cracked in six places, but, at any
rate, humun, or some ltalian cobbles—
anything that would break the appall-
g monotony, a8 of a city and a civ-
tlization made to order. Everything is|
s0 hopelessly new, It's splendid, in u!
way, to see everything so well made,
everybody so well disciplined, but you
get to hunger for atmoesphere and for
the senge of beauty. 1 feel that the
Germans have immense strength, that
they know what they are about, that
they are thorough., I do not feel that
there 18 an atom of artistic instinct
in their blood. They come out pretty
well in big official buildings; that is,
in sheer bigness, But, then, as in the
huge Kaiser Wilhelm Memorial here,
they will set eologsal bronze groups on

shiny red granite, so that you want to|

weep for the horror of it.

1 wrote that at the end of a
week or ten days in Germany. And
steadily thereafter, for weeks and
weeks, my journal received similar
ohservations, only deepening in feel-
ing as the “inquest” went on. In

| paintings and other works of ari
were salvaged from the churches and

MURDER.—By Franz Stuck

It is, appropriately, to a German artist that we owe this perfect interpretation of the German spirit—ruthless
in crime and rushing headlong upon the Furies that await the criminal.

the Cardinal’s palace at Malines dur-
ing the bombardment of the town.
Throughout Belgium, indeed, efforts
were made to save public and private
| belongings of an artistic nature in
| advance of invasion, and though de-
| tailed reports have not been issued
it is believed that considerable pre-
cious property was thus made secure.
| In France, too, many masterpieces
|were hurried into safety just in time
| to avoid capture or destruction. At
| Lille they saved from the Musée

| attributed to Raphael, of which Stan-
ford White once wrote: “When vou
gzo and look at it you wish yoa
may die or something.” The French
government has of course been active
from the start in the rescue and pro-
tection of works of art. It has done
. much, we know. Some day the full
report will be made. In the mean-
time we may take courage. We say
this with reference, chiefly, to mov-
ables, Many pictures now hidden
away in Germany will doubtless be
restored when the peace terms are
settled, The pastels of La Tour will
in the fulness of time be returned
to 8t. Quentin, along with numer-
ous other achievements of eighteenth
century genius reft from that town
by the Hun. But the damage to
architecture is beyond repair.
Louvain can never look the same

gone forever. German “success”
was there complete. Possibly, before
this summer’s fighting is
Amiens will have met the same fate.
I might add to the list, citing Ypres
and divers other salient towns. The
list of dead and mutilated monu-

cally long. But there is another
phase of the matter that is equally
horrible to contemplate, and, in 1ts
more intimately human character,

leering, bestial men were simply
portraits of so many German types.
Classical in motif, there was mnoth-
ing in the least classical about the

is breeding that tells, here as in
every other walk of life. The best
| anecdote I know of the hundreds
that have been recited about Ger-

| same vein. The subject was always

picture. ' It was pure pornography.
Ir. that it was absolutely character-
istic. The illustrated periodicals I
overhauled were full of stuff in the

of the earth earthy, and, what was
worse, the dirtier elements in the
German artist’s thoughts and emo-
ticns had somehow got into the very
grain of his style. Those elements,
too, were merely dirty, merely offen-
sive, like a bad smell.

There is nothing witty, nothing
brilliant, about the German deca-
dent, as there is, for example, about
a master like the Belgian, Felicien
Rops. The German decadent is sim-
ply a grovelling beast. In Paris,
along the Rue de Rivoli, the book-
shops flaunt their risqué little pict-
ures for the edification, chiefly, of
the visiting tourist. These pictures |
are naughty, but at least cleverly ':
done; they are touched with French |
wit and grace. The same things in
a German bookshop, stuck even
more aggressively under the nose of
the passerby, are unqualifiedly re-
volting. I can imagine the pious
wrath of a German professor, say
one of the signers of the famous
manifesto on the war, if he were
confronted by these base postcards
as a sign of his nation’s spiritual |
downfall. But they have a certain |
validity as documents in the case.!
They are trifles, if you like, but they
are of a piece with the great mass |
of what I saw in modern German'
art twelve years ago. They ex- |

and architects were expressing: a
vulgarity of soul so profound as to
be symptomatic of nothing more nor |
less than moral rottenness.

I left for Vienna and Italy \\-ith'
| a feeling as of having escaped from‘
contact with some loathsome dis- |
ease. 1 felt that the soul of the
country was sick, if not dead. |

| destructiveness

man character, ag illustrated in the
war, is the one embodying the re-
mark of an officer rescued from
drowning by the British, who had
sent his ship to the bottom. *“Well,”
he said, “I suppose it is true that
you English will always be fools and
that we Germans will never be gen-
tlemen.” The whole story of German
in the territories
they have overrun is a story of
bounders run amuck. It began with

went on with the violation of Rheims.
It continued with the ruination of
the historic Tuins of Coucy, and so
it will go on to the end—the defile-
ment of fine things by people who
cannot comprehend their nature.
There have been from time to time

vague stories about the benevolent | mans could get near them.
intentions of the German govern- |

ment toward works of art. We have
been told of commissions appointed
by the All-Highest for the “safe-
guarding” of these treasures. Con-
sidering that the Kaiser’s own sons
have been listed high among the loot-
ers, it is not difficult to surmise what
the imperial “safeguarding”
amount to. Early in the war—in
faet, in the winter of 1914—it was
rumored in the press that the
“Adam’ and “Eve” of Jan Van Eyck
had been removed from the museum
at Brussels and taken to Berlin, un-
der the supervision of Dr. Bode.
That distinguished functionary was
quoted at the time as disclaiming the
idea that works of art should be
taken from a country by its conquer-

|

. the senseless burning of Louvain, It|

will |

pressed what the painters, sculptors ] ors! Various nominally reassuring |
‘remarks, of German origin, have oc- |the sole gems rescued,

even more momentous. Irefertothe
blasting of the whole physiognomy
of immense tracts of French and Bel-
pian land. We cannot but think ot

casionally wandered into print. But
of whiit earthly value are they? You
cannot take the word of a German
until it is confirmed by a man of

| Wicar that famous wax bust, long |

again. Rheims as it once was has |

over. |

ments of world-wide fame is tragi- |

The Wax Bust at Lille

| An Italian masterpiece, long attributed to Raphael, which belongs to the
Musée Wicar at Lille. It was rescued by the French authorities and
placed in safety on the eve of the German invasion of the city, a
happy instance of the escape of Beauty from the Beast.

| the realm of artistic

honor.

these atrocities in terms of individ-

drawings that now and then have
come into view have hardly assuaged.
It seems practically impossible that
the stricken lands, after the war,

the board, if for no cther reason
than that the government will have
to take a hand in the rebuilding, on
a large seale, and it will not find it

What “Kultur” Has
Cost Allies—Gains
Promised in Recon-
struction—Triumph of
Civilization

have just alluded, may not be go he-
guiling as in days of yore. On the
other hand, for human beings living
on the spot the provinces now ren-

| dered noisome and deadly by the

Hun promise ultimately to be among

| the most healthful, most livable in

Europe.

It is not the only solace we have.
| From the beginning German eyl
KHas had a curious way of defeating
itself. It does incalculable damage,
God knows, but in the long rua it
falis short of its foul purpese. The

crimes of its armies have only

served to raise up new hosts in the
path of their triumph. The bombing
of hospitals and the sinking of Bed
Cross ships, the murder of civiliang,
the torture of prisoners, the erec-
tion of treachery and falsehood ints

of Ho-

the cornerstones of a “kind
henzollern religion, over w!
Kaiser presides with obscene month-
ings—all this has profited the Huan
nothing in the task he set himself:
to break the soul of decent man-
kind. The killing of men, women
and children, the reduction of mate-
rial destruction te a science, have
landed him, after all, in tragic
tility. Witness, as one bit
dence, his harmlessness on the epir-
itual side of the world of art. Ger.
man frightfulness was to stop the
clock—but the elock hazs gone on
striking the fruitful hours.

Almost the first thing the war did in

thin

% was to
bring the righteous pa: of Louis
Raemaekers to the fora. If ever a
eriminal has had hiz Nemesis in hi:
tory the Kaiser has found his in this
Dutch cartoonist. People ask some-
times if the war is goning to produce

.

ual buildings, It is the cathedral at
Rheims. 1t is the old Cloth Hall at
Ypres. But what of the innumerable

It is for this reason, and because
the actual doings behind the Ger-

man lines are hidden from us, nameless dwellings, in city and coun-
that it is quite impossible to|try, which counted, on the whole,
sketch even the roughest out-|quite as much as any single monu-

line of what, precisely, the Huniment in making France and Belgium
has done in the world of art since he | beautiful? What of their ancient
set out to wreck it. We can estimate | walls, their softly glowing tiles or
the extent of some of the wreckage. their dully gleaming slates, their
We know little definite as yet about | carvings, their mouldings, their dcor-
the thefts. At the same time wecan | ways, and all their innumerable sou-
congratulate ourselves upon certain | venirs of the past? The Kaiser has
incidents of salyaging, Allusionwas |done more than destroy a given num-

made just now to the Van Eycks ber of monumental buildings, He
taken to Berlin. It is a comfort to | has defaced a whole world. It can

know that the four central panels of \be rebuilt. Parts of it are being re-
the great altar piece of St. Bavon’s |built even now. But in the rebuild-
at Ghent were removed to a secret|ing it must inevitably suffer a com-
place of safety weeks before the Ger- I plete transformation. In French
Every | periodicals some of the designs for
one who cares for the masters|the rehabilitation of the ravaged
has some pet plan for German resti-/ provinces have been published. They
tution after the war, My own spe- I have included a number of plausible
cial hope is that Berlin will not only | schemet. But French architects, as
be compelled to return the “Adam?” | well as French painters and seculp-
and “Eve,” but may also have to | tors, have been falling in their hun-
| pay over to Belgium, as part of theldrcds on the battlefield. Their pro-
lindemnity, the Van Eyck panels long | fession 1s not as strong as it used to
preserved in the Kaiser Friedrich |be, and, indeed, in country architect-
Museum. To assemble in the cathe-|ure the modern French school has
dral at Ghent once more all the scat- |never been very well inspired.
tered parts of the renowned polyp-| My friend the Abbé Dimnet wrote
tych of “The Adoration of the|along pieceinthe London “Saturday
Lamb" would be & peculiar solace to|Review” about these new plans when
the burghers of the town. Connois-|a batch of them was first exhibited
seurs throughout the world would | in Paris. He saw models there as well
hail it as a work of fitfing recon- | as drawings. He was friendly in his
struction. And to compel Germany - comments, of course, and duly pa-
to bear a part in it would be a pi- | triotic, but being a man of eritical
i quant form of justice. | judgment he was not markedly en-
The panels at St. Bavon’s were not | thusiastic. I read that article of his

Many |with misgivings which published

1 shotld wear anything like the charm | convenient to consult all the legen-
they possessed before it. French!dary habits of every parish.
scholarship and taste.will count pro-| dent will play its part, but it will be
digiously in the restoration of his-| a latter-day precedent, that estab-
toric monuments. They will have a | lished by the men who have dealt
| much slighter influence in the solu-| with big housing problems in Enz-
|tion of humbler problems. Moreover, | land and the United States. Medi-
lit is doubtful if all the talent in| ®valism will go out and modernity
France could quite revive, in the will come in. In town and country
treatment of those problems, the | drastic changes will be accepted as
magic that time alone can work. |a matter of course when peace is
(Farmhouses miay be made most declared and refugee communities
|ing-uninu:51y picturesque, shops and return to reérect their old homes.
dwellings in the smaller towns|New ideas of house planning will
may be framed with the utmost prevail

discretion, cottages in the sub-| The foreign motorist of
urbs may be built with the faith-lcuurssu enchanted when he stops for
fulest emulation of the past—and|a meal at some wayside farm and
still these edifices will be seen to| eats his omelet before a time-stained
have somehow broken with the old| fireplace, with chickens running
tradition. How could it be other-| under the table and a bed shut in
wise? It is a loss which we must|behind its ornate spindles in the
face. And, furthermore, there is an-|corner. He photographs the room
other side to this subject on which | before he goes away, and by and
it is highly desirable to dwell, |h],' tells his friends all about it. But
Legendary Habits Iaftcr the war it is not improbakble
|Are Paasing It.h:—:t his omelet may be cocked on
2 an electric or gas range, and all
| The old farmhouse is gone. While | that he will know about his host’s
‘we mourn its passing, let us reflect | hedroom w
that there goes with it some of)|
the most flagrantly insanitary con-

i3,

ill be that it is some-
where “upstairs.” There will be

! new systems of heating and water
| ditions known in the annals of rﬂS‘!supply everywhere. Drainage will
ticity. We are being told all the|pe revolutionized. Electricity wili
time of the pathetic tenacity with|pe more widely employed than ever
which the French peasant elings to|pefore in the distribution of light
| kis immemorial customs. He must| g5 power, promoting greater con-
sleep with as little fresh air as pos-| venience in industry and innumera-
sible. The barnyard must be close |ple relations of life. Modes of
at hand. He is no glutton for|transportation will be bettered.
plumbing. But in the new order of | Good roads have always been com-
things that is coming many an|mon in France, but after the war it
|ancient custom will have to g0'by!is conceivable that new uses will be

Diresden, even in Dresden, which
has some charming aspects, I, find
myself saying: “That idea of every-
thing being made out of rome cheap
composition keeps growing in inten-
sity in my head. What a world!"

Degradation of
Taste and Morals

If it had only been an idea of
cheap manufacture I would =still
have been puzzled when the Hun
broke loose in August, 1914. But
this was the mildest of the evils
which seemed to me to be afflicting

Rude bodily vigor was still there,i
|a perfect torrent of physical en- |
| erey, but of the humanities not!
a trace. Matthew Arnold used to
| laugh over the German deification
of Goethe, Having ereated the
greatest standing army in the
| world, he said, the Germans were
' bound to have a world poet to
| matech. So I found it in the realm
of art. They were doing every-
thing on a huge scale, making huge |
ipicturos and monuments, produe- |
ing them in great numbers, plung-
ing Turiously into the new move-
ments aforesaid, and altogether en-

THE DEPARTURE FOR THE ISLAND OF LOVE—By Antoine Watteau

made of them. The motor will in-
crease in popularity as it is put on
the French market in greater num-
bers and at a lower price. It
likely, too, to be of niore service on
the French farm than hitherto. The

is

Prece-

|anything remarkable in arf. It has
| done =0 already, in Baemael
| Nothing Iike his vitriolic drawi
[ has ever hitherto been produce
(any war. Beside hi i
|traits of the Kaiser,
Prince, Hindenhure

the savageries of il
| landson in

*a

d by

the Napoleenic per

riod
isecsm but the erude ex: rations of
(amateurs. It is intere : to mote,
however, that Racmaekers, the one
lg:rc.at gift that has come to us in
| this time, is a of ideas,
not of style. His smanship,
though entirely a- s not byt
itzelf an objee 1eas-
ured admiration. Forain, a veteran
|in the pictorial ire of Europe,
[still remains king of i all. In

| respect to style, indeed, the war has
produced no new fiz
for the life of me, cee wi
be expected to do
bloweth where
appears regardless of
Shelley and Byron, Word
Coleridge, all g
thoughts from the French ;
tion; but it would be nonseénsical to
atiribute to that upheaval the ele-
|ments of genius by virtue of which
they live to-day.

An Affirmation

And a Protest

[ cannot,

it shoald

Tt
1

drew

French art, then, has yielded no
portents since the war hepan. But
the important point is thet neither

has it been put to death by fr
fulness, When some one d
Sieves what he had done during the
Terror he replied. simply, “I lived.”

[+ is a proud enourh hboast for
French art now to make., Thon-
zands of her voungest and most
| precious sons have perished in the
conflict, but she still maintains her

Isteadfast earriage. This year the
Salon has been opened once more in

new era ought to be a tremundousi Paris, the first Salon sinee the war,
era for the farm tractor. In short-.i:md. as M. Henri Lavédan says in

the regions needing reconstruction | “L'[llustration,” it 1s unique be

from the ground up are in the nat-' cause it is, in effect, more than a8
ure of things destined to be nmrl-';m;mifostatmn of art: it i= a mani-
ernized to an extraordinary extent,! festation of esprit, of character, a
and it will be surprising if this does national act. “This Salon," he says,

not exercise a decisive influence i at once an affirmation and a pro-
upon the country at large. test. It is an affirmation of life, of
It is noteriously dangerous to health, of confidence and hope. It
prophesy. I would not go too far| i5 4 protest against the villany of
in my anticipations. The routine of an enemy, who, piling up all man:
centuries is imperious, and it would ner of erimes, has found ov in the
be absurd to expect these people to destruction and defilement of beau:
make themselves and their environ- v These observations accampany
i = Ty I T - : i .. =57 2
ment over in a night. But changes , voluminous sheaf of pictures and

of the sort I have indicated would o

ulptures. It includes no master-
Germany in the summer of 1906.|deavorine to prove that art, too,

| appear to be as certain as the tides,

: . pieces, and, as I have indicated
What soon was apparent, and be-|could/ke qMade in Germany.” And| "f‘"d lldt .;eem;-: D "f'-"ff“m 13]“”1 they | abave, nothing new, nothing arrest
came more and more obvlous as ac-|this ari, @30t seemed to me, was) shou - = a:tior;pnrtuet_l[‘b.; & Dro- | ingly orizinal. Its real s rnificance
companying the current degrajation | filthy at/ihe core. That is why, 1! nounced moral eitect. Is it, for ex-| goes deeper. What the Salon testi-
of taste, was a deadlier deg‘&“&pn repeat, ¥ have been able to under- | J

of morals. This stared yea %@ e
face in every exhibition, it was rem-
pant in the theatres, it was held up
to view in all the bookshops, and by
and by I came to feel it in the gross,
overfed faces of the people about
me. The “nudes,” as we call them in
our exhibitions, were not “nudes” in
the exhibitions of Munich or Berlin
—they were naked indecencies. Ire-
niember one popular picture in the
Berlin “Secession,” immensely pop-
vlar if one could judge from the at-
tention it received. It represented
& lumpy Bacchante in the forest, lur-
ing a mob of men to her feet. The

stand what the German has done
since he swept across Belgium and
Northern France. He entered thosa |
regions like a burglar and he has|
behaved in them like a Dead Sea
ape. In the light of what I saw in
1906 I do not see how he could have
done anything else. The impulse
was even then in his blobd, an in-
stinet of race.

The Defilement
Of Fine Things

There you have the true origin of
the German atrocities, and I speak
now of those committeds upon the’
insensate bodies of works of art. It

This famous_pict-ure. one of the glories of the Louy
) its romantic charm

re, is here reproduced a3 consummately typifying in its gaillard grace,
the French genius which the Kaiser struggles in vain to desecrate

ample, too much to surmise that
there may even be a more or less
voluntary shelving of some old land-
marks in the future of which I
speak? T cannot imagine a French-
man or a Belgian tearing down a
fine old building simply to put an
ugly one in its place. But I can
easily see him substituting a prac-
ticable bridge, at the right point on
the river, for the structure that was
ages ago mistakenly placed, and I
can see him in many a kindred way
making his daily life a more agree-
able affair. He won’t be a Baron
Haussmann. But here and there he

its delicate sentiment and mann’'s book. The resultant pano-
. \rama, for the metorist to whom I

will take a leaf from Baron Hauss- |

fies to is, as M, Lavedar

national fidelity to I

Better, perhaps, by far, than the
apparition of any single type of
genius just now, is this diselosure of
the magnificent witality of the
French soul. Against that source

of eternal inspiration the Hun has
| been as powerless as the ravings of
|a drunken pork butcher against the

il
disdainful stars,
I »

In a thousand ways the genius of

the country has gone on upon its
functions, untouched by the (Germah

terror. The “Gazette des Beaux-
Arts,” that most edifving and mosé

~ Continued on Page Seven .




